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ihe Hitt or ie of King Lear. 

My truth and honour fitmely. 

Alb. A Herald ho. Baft. A Herald ho, a Herald. 
zAlb. Truft to thy finglc vertue,for thy fouldiers 
All leuied in my name haue in my name tooke their 
Reg. This licknes growes vpon me. (difeharge. 

Alb. She is not well,conuey her to my tent, 

Come hether Herald,let the trumpet found, 

And read out this. Cap. Sound trumpet ? 

Her . If any man of qua’iitie or degree , in the hoaft of the 
army, will maintaine vpon Edmund fuppofed Earle of Glofttr, 
that he’s a manifold traitour, let him appeare at the third found 
of the trumpet, he is bold in his defence. 

Baft. Sound* Againc. 

Enter Edgar at the third found, a trumpet before him, 
esElb. Aske him his purpofes why he appeares 
Vpon this call otli trumpet. • 

Her. Whatare you ?your name and qualitie? 

And why you anfwcrethis prefent lummons. 5 

Edg. O know my name is loll by treafons tooth 
Bare-gnawne and canker-bitte$yet are I mou’t 
Where is the aduerfarie l come to cope with all? 

Alb. Which is that aduerfarie. ? ( Gtofter! 

Edg. What’s hethatfpeakes for Edmund Earle of 
'Bafi. Him felfe,what faieft thou to him ? 

Edg. Draw thy fword. 

That ifmy fpeecli offend a noble hart thy arme 
May do thee Iuftice; here is mine; 

Behold it is the priuiledge of my tongue, 

My oatlytnd my profellion.I proteft 
Maugurc thy ftrength, youth, place,and eminence, 
Defpightthy vi tlor— fwordand fire-new-fortun d. 

Thy valor,and thy heart thou art a traytor* 

Falfc to thy Godsjthy brother,and thy Father, 

Confpi cuate dgainft this high illuftrious prince. 

And from cEe’xt reameft vpward of thy head. 

To the defcent,and dull beneath thy feet, 

A mofl toad-fpotted traytoefay thou no 

This fword, this arme,and my belt fpirits, ^ 
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The Hitt one of. King Lear. 

Ai^cnt to prouc vpon thy heartfrvhereto 2 fpeakejthou Heft, 

Bad. In wifdome I lhoidd aske thy name; 

But fince thy ouclide lookcs^fo faire and warlike. 

And- that thy being fomelay of breeding breathes, 
ff right of knighthood I cufdaine and Ipurne: 

H eere do I tofl'e thofe treafons to thy head, 

With the helHiatedly, oreturnd thy heart. 

Which for they yet glance by and fcarcely brufe; 

This fword of mine lhall giue them inftant way 
Where they fhali reft for euer; trumpets fpeake. 

Alb. Sauehim,fauehim, 

Cjon. This is meere praflife Glofter by the law of armes. 

Thou art not bound to anfwere an vnknowne oppofite. 

Thou art not vanquilht, but coufned and beguild, 

Alb. Stop your mouth dame, or with this paperfhall I ftoplc , 
it: thou worfe then any thing reade thine owne euill; nay no h qL&f, 
tearing Lady , I perceiue you know’t, (me fort? 

gon. Say ifl do, the lawes are mine not thincjwho fhal arrainc 
Alb. Moft monftrous know’ft thou this paper? 

Gon. Aske me not what I know. Exit. Gononll, 

Alb. Go after her, Ihee s defperate, gouerne her. 

Baft. What you haue chargd me with that haue I don 
And more, much more; the time will bring it out: 

Tispaft, and foam I. but what art thou 

That haft this fortune on me ? ifthou bee’ft noble 

Idoforgiuethee. 

Edg. Let’s exchange charityj 
I am no lefte in bloud then thou art Edmond,; 

Ifmore, the more thou haft wrongd me. 

My name is Edgar , and thy fathers fonne; 

The Gods are iuft, and ofour pleafantvertues 
Make inftruments to fcourge vs:the darke,and vitious 
Place where thee he gotte, cofthim his eies. 
r Thou haft fpoken truth, the wheele is come 
full cirded:I amheere. 

Alb. Me thought thy very gate did prophecie,, 

A royall nobleneflql muft embrace thee, 
etforovv fplit my heart ifl did euer hate thee or thy father. 

L z Edgar. 
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